ager; and Mr Roy de Bois Guilbert, Assistant Acting Manager.
As Gerald made for the window of the box office, the cabin
door opened; and a tall blond man of fifty, frock-coated, tall-
hatted, gloved, spatted and slipped in the manner customary
among men whose income depends on their appearance, swung
indignantly into the hall, talking at the top of his voice.
"You know it's no good talking to me like that, Denbigh. A
rotten piece, a rotten crowd, and a rotten lot of outsiders in front:
thats what it is. You tell Scroop that if he thinks he can get a
big salary here for going about bragging that he has me on his
free list, and then treat me like that, he's mistaken. See?"
Mr Mozart Denbigh, a younger man, took it humbly enough,
though in point of attire he was even more imposing than his
angry patron. Not only had he slips and spats, but spats on his
wrists and cuffs on his ankles over his spats, that being just then
the latest fashion. And he had two jewelled pins in his necktie,
chained to an enamelled ring.
"Scroop is as put out about it as any man can be, I assure you,"
he pleaded. "I give you my word those bent wood chairs on the
stage were a bit of local color. The author insisted on it/'
"Local color be blithered! Cant you find an author who's
a gentleman?"
"Well, you know the class of man they are," said Denbigh,
with a sigh. "What can we do? I pledge you my word the furni-
ture in our new piece was made for Prince Duvallo-Schulzheim,
every stick of it. We stuck two hundred guineas on to his price
to get it; and theyre making a new set for him. The smoking-room
in the last act was made for an Atlantic liner; and the curtain the
woman hides behind cost us more than the whole of the rest of
the mounting. We do you as handsome as we can, Mr Glossop.
Dont say you wont come to see our new piece. We'll meet you
in every possible way."
"No: hang me if I will!" said Mr Glossop. "Last time you stuck
me down beside a bounder in a flannel walking suit. I never saw
such a thing in a decent London theatre. I damn nearly got up
and walked out. It shant occur again, I can tell you. I dont expose
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